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T HERE was rock, there was sand, and there 
was the yellow hot, blistering 6un. But 
there was no shelter, no food, and what was 

Far away, a black dot moved along the trail 
at the edge of the desert. It moved so slowly, 
that to the eye it seemed not to be moving at 
all. Though the dazzling brightness hurt her 
eyes, Sally Bell couldn’t take them off that dot. 
She squinted and watched it, although the tears 

“That’s only a trick of the reflected heat,” 
thought Sally, trying to keep a grip on her¬ 
self. “It’s surely a rider. It’s not a mirage. It 

Sally was huddled down in the small shade 
of an overhanging ledge. It wasn’t much of a 
shade, but it was better than being out under 
that scorching sup. It offered her a clear view 
of the trail, both ways. In fact, the trail ran 
directly under the ledge so that even if weari¬ 
ness should make her sleep, she was sure she 
would have been awakened by hoof beats, 
awakened in time to* cry out for rescue. 

Her burning eyes kept riveted on the dot. 
It was getting bigger now. It became a tiny 
horse and a tiny man. It was moving faster. 

“Rescue at last!” thought Sally, allowing her¬ 
self the luxury of closing her eyes for just a 
minute and dreaming of the joy of getting one 
drink, one sip of water. 

When she opened her eyes again, the horse¬ 
man was much closer. She gasped. He was 
masked! 

“Aj* outlaw!” exclaimed the girl. 

She huddled lower into the shadow of the 
ledge. Her first impulse was to hide from the 
masked man and let him go by. Then she real¬ 
ized it wasn’t as simple as that. Outlaw or not, 
he might be the only person who would travel 


this barren trail for days, maybe v, 
might be her only chance to get out of here 
alive. She tried not to think further-!-that per¬ 
haps being a desperado, he might shoot her 
dead on the spot. 

The shadow of a soaring buzzard above helped 
Sally decide she would take her chances with 
the riding figure—outlaw or not! 

Determined to give herself at least a fighting 
chance, she removed the only thing of value 
she owned—a diamond ring her grandmother 
had given her, worth several hundred dollars. 
She slipped it off her finger. Then, seeing that 
the missing ring left a white circle on her sun¬ 
tanned fingers, she slipped the ring back on 
again, turning the stone this time toward her 

The hoofbeats were drawing nearer. Sally 
kept well to the shadows, perched on the over? 
hanging ledge. 

When the horseman had arrived just below 
her, she sprang. 

Catching the masked man around the neck, 
both plunged with a thud into the thick gypsum 
dust. The wind was knocked out of the girl, 
and bright spots popped and sparkled around 
her brain. When shtdiad regained her balance, 
she saw a fist rai«*d, ready to. crack against 

She saw the fist halted in its downward 
plunge and heard the exclamation, “A girl!” 

“Yes,” she said. “I want a drink of water.” 
She began to giggle nervously. Sally was just i 


Solemnly, the masked man went to his saddle 
bag, got out his canteen, and handed it over 
to the girl. She was sitting in the heavy dust 
an£ didn’t bother to get up. Just took a swig 
of the water. Then, another and another, till 
the man took the canteen from her saying, 
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“Hold on! Not too much at once! Might be 
bad for you!” Then he began to laugh. 

“What’s the matter?” asked Sally. 

He guffawed uncontrollably for a minute 
before answering, then said, “It just struck me 
funny. A young girl holding up a holdup man!” 

She looked at him searchingly. 

“Girl holding up a holdup man!” he, con¬ 
tinued. “And for what? For a few drops of 
water that anybody can have for free!” He 
laughed some more, and Sally joined in. 

“Right now I’d rather have water than dia¬ 
monds,” said Sally, then clapped her hand over 
her mouth. Too late. A big bandana covered 
most of the man’s face, but she could see his 
eyes. They had moved to her hands. And too 
late Sally realized she had been gesturing with 
her palms out— with the diamond of her ring 
showing. 

The masked man was silent for a moment. 
No longer was he laughing. At last he drawled, 
“Yes, sometimes a dewdrop looks a lot purtier 
than a diamond.” 

As they rode, two on a horse, with Sally in 
front, she chatted gayly. “Yes, I was in a hurry 
to get from Black River to New City. I was 
looking for my brother. I took a chance, com¬ 
ing through the desert. My horse stepped in 
a hole, broke his leg, and X had to shoot him. 
•I felt terrible, and I cried a little. Then I was 
desperate. I’d have died alone out there if you 

“You’ve got a gun? How come you didn’t 

“Have you a broken leg?” asked Sally, forc¬ 
ing another giggle. She wouldn’t, if she could 
help it, let this masked man know that she had 
been idly practise-shooting all the way and had 
used her last cartridge on the horse. 

The man said, slowly, “I can’t figure you. 
You’ve got spunk. You want to be a lady 
outlaw?” 

“Never!” cried Sally with considerable heat. 
“I despise robbers and murderers!” 


They rode in silence till dark. “We camp 
here,” he said, halting his horse. 

Sally lay in the dark, sleepless, looking up 
at the stars. She couldn’t figure this outlaw. 
He seemed so kind and nice and fine. He had 
given her his bedroll. He himself was lying 
some distance away on the hard ground, “He 
hasn’t killed me or even tried to steal my ring,” 
she mused as she watched the yellow moon 

Rising noiselessly, she moved over to the 
sleeping man. He was still wearing the mask. 
“I’ve got to see!” thought Sally. Cautiously, 
she slipped the big handkerchief down. 

She gasped. A hunted thing has keen ears. 
The man sat.up, gun in hand. He wasn’t laugh¬ 
ing. “You saw me,” he growled. “That’s your 
death warrant.” 

She stepped toward him calmly, took the gun 
from his hand, laid it on the ground and said, 
“You wouldn’t shoot your own sister, would 

He gulped. 

“Yes,” continued Sally, “I’m your sister. You 
couldn’t be expected to remember me. I was 
a little girl when I went East to school. But 
I never forgot you. You were always my hero. 
And when I took off that bandana, I recog¬ 
nized you right away.” 

“Sally!” exclaimed the youth. “Sally! Listen, 
kid. I’m not what you think. I was framed. 
I didn’t pull that stage robbery. I never robbed 
or hurt anyone. I’ve been wearing a mask so 
nobody could find me.” 

“I know,” said Sally. “I’ve got good news 
for you? They caught the stage robber. All 
charges against you have been dropped. You’re 
a free man.” 

“N-n-nobody told me!” exclaimed Bob. 

“Why do you think I was riding around the 
desert town—I was looking for you!” And 
smiling down at him she added, “Let’s get a 
good night’s sleep ’cause tomorrow we both 
go home.” 

> THE END ' 
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